This paper considers Western Australia (WA) as a sign, comparing what it meant during the America's Cup campaign of 1986-7, when world media attention was focused on the state, with what it represents thirty years later. In the 1980s, it is argued (Part 1), WA was hard to represent at all, with natural, governmental and social horrors bespeaking a place unable to signify itself. These realities had to be 'forgotten' if a 'politics of euphoria' suitable to the Cup festival -and to the mood of credit-fuelled capitalist deregulation -was to prevail. The media, popular culture and tourism were on hand for that task. They far outstripped official efforts to represent WA as a symbol of mobility, globalisation and the progressive development of state and capital, arm in arm. Returning after a generation (Part 2) it seems clear that the state apparatus is motivated by a will to control, but that the same horrors attend the lives and deaths of first-nation citizens. What has changed is that policy has shifted from deregulation to privatisation, which means an authoritarian state leaves both development and social justice to individuals. The progressive individualism of the 'WA Inc.' era has given way to what might be called 'tradie individualism' -signalling sociality with a boat of one's own, a funny car rego or a coin in the charity donation box. Now, if you want to express euphoria, then you must paddle your own canoe.
Western Australia and the America's Cup, Thirty Years On
This paper spans thirty years. I lived in WA for over a decade, arriving in the build-up to the America's Cup. I moved on again in 1996 and did not expect to return.
However, I was offered a job at Curtin University in 2012, and now I'm living again in Fremantle, where the Cup was staged . The opening part of the paper, 'A State of Excitement', is an abridged and edited version of a 'review' of it that I wrote at the time; the second part, '"Nation-building is a Tough Caper": WA and the importance of "Inc."', contains revenant reflections on WA now. Fremantle: euphoria, anyone? (Photo: author, 29 Jan 2016) not, as yet, achieved integration, complexity, or self-sustaining expansion, so the people and territory are not, as yet, integrated into a sign that self-evidently proclaims 'Western Australianness'. They have not achieved legibility within an economy of coherence. Like the slogans on the state's vehicle license plates, which proclaim WA as 'Home of the America's Cup', or 'State of Excitement', they are pure signs, uncontaminated by referents. In the familiar, white, Western economy of knowledge, Western Australia must be tamed, shorn of its realities and then spun and woven into realism. It must be transformed from nature to culture. As it stands, it cannot stand for. To white, Western eyes, it is a giant, fearful, unthinkable Other -the only remaining vestige, perhaps, of the old imperial Heart of Darkness, 'the horror, the horror'.
Fig. 1: The waters off
In an entirely appropriate exchange of symbols, after the America's Cup, victory isliterally -swallowed up in death. A representative of culture in the shape of a 24-year-old American part-time model, partaking of the ultimate tourist experience, has attended the Cup event and is now cruising round the Kimberley coast in the state's far north-west, accessible only by sea. She stops for a swim, or the call of nature, under the falls on the Prince Regent River. In a latter day version of 'The convergence of the twain' (Hardy, 1930) , the 'grotesque, slimed, dumb, indifferent' representative of nature, in the shape of a large crocodile, queries 'What does this vaingloriousness down here?' The weapons of culture, in the shape of a shoe hurled at the crocodile's head, do not prevail. As the local euphemism has it, the young woman is 'taken'.
But horror is not confined to the natural world in Western Australia; it suffuses the social world too, both public and private. Just as the competing crews were taking a few days off over Christmas 1986, there was another death, in Perth. A 25-year-old Murdoch University student had been imprisoned for a month for driving while under suspension. In prison he fell ill. As is customary in Western Australia, the authorities assumed he was under the influence of illicit liquor or illegal drugs. So it was only after some days that, dying, he was taken to hospital. He was shackled to his hospital bed with a stainless-steel leg-iron, guarded by two warders. No one from the prison bothered to inform his mother. She said afterwards: 'Nothing can justify the State being worse than the worst among us. It was the most barbaric thing I have ever seen -something you wouldn't inflict on the wildest, most brutal animal' (Sydney Morning Herald, 18 April 1987) . In the same news story, Tony Vinson, former head of NSW Corrective Services Department, said that the custom of chaining sick prisoners to hospital beds was 'very common' in WA, and was 'medieval and barbaric': 'It's something that is practised by no other country that pretends to be nearly civilised. I cannot find words to express my horror. ' And horror visits the private sector too, in this State of Excitement. Two boys, aged 16 and 17, who were employed to look after two giant cattle stations in the state's North West, disappeared just as the finalists for the America's Cup defence and challenge were sorting themselves out. Five months later, the boys' bodies were found, one with a bullet hole in the skull, on the edge of the Great Sandy Desert.
Their Datsun ute had become bogged down, and there was little they could do but walk, sit under trees and wait for, or hasten, death. This was the fate of two schoolleavers, one from South Australia and one from New South Wales, who had no reason to know what life as a 'jackaroo' in WA was like, and no training to deal with it. They had simply answered an ad in the paper.
Such is the potential reality of WA, the limit-case of the referent, and the type of story that catches the attention of outsiders. Small wonder, among this gigantism, inhumanity and horror, to find that knowledge of it, constructed into realist coherence, is not what characterises its own discourses. On the contrary, and necessarily, Western Australia, both natural and social, must be forgotten by its citizens. The forgetting process is, historically, racial -as always, each type of death noted here attracted widespread media and conversational coverage precisely because all the victims were white. Even so, projecting white terrors on to Aborigines is not enough.
Hence, the first thing needful now is not facts but ignorance; an economy that produces ignorance of what is all too well known, in favour of new knowledge, ignorance that brings the possibility of comfort, of coherence, even of survival. A part of the economy of ignorance is the America's Cup.
'The primary activity of existence'
Western Australia is a laboratory of locomotion; distance, heat, time, space and isolation exert their tyrannous imperatives. To get in, to get out, to get around -these are all hard. It was only as the America's Cup preliminary races were getting under 6 way off Fremantle in September 1986 that bitumen was laid on the road from Fitzroy Crossing to Hall's Creek, thereby completing the biggest civil-engineering project ever undertaken in Australia, a sealed 'ring road' right round the continent -85 years after Federation.
Twelve-metre yachts 4 travel at about nine miles an hour. The difference between the best in the world and the also-rans is about one-twentieth of a knot. But the investment, imagination and effort needed to make a 30-tonne sailing boat travel that bit faster than others -this too is hard. And, like a strip of bitumen just wide enough to allow two road-trains to pass, it is not by itself very spectacular. In recent decades, mobility has exploded to the point of characterizing everyday life much more than the traditional image of the 'home and family'. Transport ceases to function as a metaphor of progress or at least of 'modern' life, and becomes instead the primary activity of existence. (Prato and Trivero 1985) Organised around the familiar fictions of sporting, corporate, and political competition, the America's Cup is a ritual in which the supplementary aspects take precedence over the supposed primary event (no one can see the races clearly in any case, except on television). In and around Fremantle the old-fashioned, titanic struggle of the age of realism, between the icy truth of actuality and the vainglorious falsehood of media hype, is simply superseded. The traditional course of events is 4 12 metres (about 40 feet) is not the length of the boat. They are typically 20-23 metres long at the waterline (65-75 feet), with a single 26-metre mast (85 feet). They were used for the America's Cup between 1958 and 1987; they have not been used for that purpose -and no more have been builtsince then (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/12-metre_class).
inverted; actuality becomes a media production. 
The challenge
From the state government's point of view, the point of view of surveillance, the local population is not to be trusted; it displays a disorganised gaze, a lack of bodily integrity, a need for discipline. However, during the Cup, the authorities averted their punitive eye and handed the people over to the media, to be mobilised as a cast of thousands, extras in the performance of modernity. Their gaze was deregulated, privatised, their bodies let loose, their spaces, sounds, times, and movements were untrammelled. Of course, this was countenanced mainly to impress the visitors from over east and overseas, to flatter them with the idea that Western Australia isn't a parochial backwater but a teeming, colourful image of their expectations of it -a flattery which also declared that Western Australians haven't really got an identity of their own, but exist only as products of the visitors' perceptions, figments of the foreign imagination.
7 Danger Man and The Prisoner both starred Patrick McGoohan. One might say that it was OK for residents to emulate the latter, not the former.
After the Cup, in defeat, the people were required to delegate their desires back to the state and local government, to submit to the former regime of untrustworthiness in which the authorities decide where and at what they can look. Exuberance was regulated wherever it appeared. Hotels must ban the strip and lingerie shows that had proliferated during the Cup. Drive-in theatres mustn't let the neighbours catch glimpses of movie sex scenes. Even tall buildings mustn't be too exuberant: the planning minister regulated the city's skyline. Constabulary boots tramped laboriously across the windblown sands of the city's beaches, putting a stop to topless sunbathing -an illegal practice for women, to which the authorities had turned a blind eye during the Cup.
The people's gaze was reorganised, directed, made respectable once more. But, once invoked, rights cannot be revoked with impunity. Now people displayed mobility of another kind, by voting on the new regime with their feet: they deserted not just the hotels, drive-ins and beaches, but the city and streets as well. In an attempt to win them back, Perth City Council could think of nothing better than to regulate their hearing. It banned buskers from the city centre during peak hours, so that shoppers wouldn't be distracted from single-minded concentration on their civic duty -to enter shops and spend money. During the Cup, shopping had been promoted not as a duty but as a pleasure; for the first time stores had been allowed to stay open on Saturday afternoons. Now they were forced to shut again, along with most of the city's petrol stations at weekends.
As if to confirm their power over people's senses, the powers-that-be celebrated the end of the Cup with a reminder to the citizens of Fremantle that their city's primary purpose and function was to serve as a conduit, removing the produce that primary industry had managed to scrape from the surface of the land. The famous Fremantle Doctor, the breeze that had so recently carried Dennis Conner to victory and the Cup to San Diego, was now the bearer of other, olfactory realities. Day and night, the otherwise empty Commonwealth-Funded America's Cup streets reverberated to the sound of trucks laden with hundreds of thousands of live sheep, to be herded on to strange, Beirut-registered ships with twelve-storey superstructures to house the animals on their way to an exotic death in Libya. As the smell of shit pervades the city, the citizens are reminded just how close they are, from the point of view of the state, to sheep.
To official eyes, then, the population of Western Australia are not yet people. They are bits of people -eyes, ears, noses. They are bodies, to be put into the time and space deemed fit for them. They are bodily functions, to be protected from the accidental discovery that life is sexually transmitted. In short, the people are merely one more example of the primary produce for which Western Australia is so justly famous; they are raw materials.
The challenge, however, is not just to extract this material from the hole in the ground, as is customary in Western Australia, but to transform it -from nature to culture, from bits and pieces into a complex, fully functioning product, from immobility to self-sustaining activity, from raw materials to surplus value. That is, those gazes, times, sounds, movements, and functions have to be made into people.
And those people have to be made into a community. This is a challenge that the state is content to leave to others -specifically, to television.
The politics of euphoria
Alan Bond first arrived in Fremantle on the P & O liner Himalaya aged 13, and took a job as a signwriter before getting into property development and brewing. yachts to the Japanese (apart from Australia II, which had already been acquired by the Commonwealth as a national treasure), and so turning, overnight, from Australia's biggest brewer into Australia's biggest media baron as well. Mythic magic -in Perth he was known, at least on T-shirts, as 'Crocodile Bondee'.
But his power isn't just purchasing power, it's the power of mobilisation, and it's not Bond's personal power but the power of what he personifies: the power of television.
It converts a city into a set, people into performers. In a secular equivalent of the papal visit, the presence here of the world's media is symbolised by the arrival of global celebrities: Pope (John Paul II), princess (Anne), presenter (Walter Cronkite);
essence of media. The excitement, euphoria and activity generated during the Cup were there for the taking, emancipating Perth from the horrors, barbarities and rules that lurk so close, and plugging it in, momentarily, to the global economy of surplus meaning that induces forgetfulness of the confines of regulated routine, and reminds the people of the possibilities (as yet unrealised) of new freedoms, of movement, of choice, of pleasure.
In the end, then, the power of television is to mobilise the citizens of militaryindustrial democracies in ways that official authorities seem not only unable to match, but actively to resent. However, the presence of Bob Hawke, genial Prime Minister of Australia, strolling the sunny streets of the Fremantle set after officially unfurling yet another gigantic Australian flag over the Roundhouse, WA's oldest building and first prison, suggests that the higher levels of government, at least, understand only too well the need to unify the people into an imagined community of citizens who can be mobilised to see themselves as free to choose in the name not of ideology but of euphoria. In the new age of signs without referents, of media-produced reality, of pedagogic seduction, the people can make sense of democracy as competition; they can understand economics, politics, and social structure in terms of sport -no longer 9 Attributed: see: http://www.smh.com.au/comment/derek-rielly-ten-steps-to-making-perth-the-greatest-cityon-earth-20151022-gkfmax.html (comment #75). 10 Live beggars have been replaced by tamper-proof pillars in which you may deposit your donation without the messy necessity of contact with the object of your charity (which will be decided for you by the authorities): https://au.news.yahoo.com/a/30612774/fremantle-launches-controversial-donationboxes-in-crackdown-on-beggars/.
Commissioners did find that, generally, there appeared to be little appreciation of and less dedication to the duty of care owed by custodial authorities and their officers to persons in custody. We found many system defects in relation to care, many failures to exercise proper care and in general a poor standard of care ... it can certainly be said that in many cases death was contributed to by system failures or absence of due care.
(Royal Commission, vol. 1: Ch1.2).
But 'made repeated requests at the Broome police station for an alert to be issued for Bell's car.' He was told, 'we can't, we've got no vehicles'. Outside the court, he commented: 'They never even thought about looking for them' (ABC 2015b).
Instead, you guessed it, the police charged him -father and grandfather of the victims -with 'obstructing police' (their name for 'protecting family'), for which he too was convicted at the same hearing.
Instead of supporting victims of crime, the law could only manage to give the survivors a criminal record. This is a spectacular example, contrary to the More broadly, this is also a story about the imperative of control in WA (Stratton 2013 ). On the arrival of the police, an injured mother was transformed instantly into a threat that had to be subdued. Her circumstances were comparable to those of Rosie Batty, except that this family was Aboriginal and the police did not deem the badly injured woman to be 'remarkable'. Also noteworthy is that she is routinely referred to as 'Mullaley' in the media, surname only, a sure sign of criminality in the news (I can't find any reference to 'Batty'). This story was not seeking to elicit community sympathy for her ordeals, as the reporting of the Batty case had been. 14 we've got Bond with billions and we've got Murdoch for billions, and the banks' balance sheets may not be able to suffer losses of this kind'. (379) The RBA was afraid of a repeat of the Depression if demand was dampened too far or fast; it wanted to support the banks, which were exposed to massive corporate debts.
Keating points out that the banks were not stupid, just self-interested:
... lending at an unprecedented rate because they were trying to burn off the foreign banks to stop them gaining a foothold in the [deregulated] market. ... In the process they picked up a lot of rubbish in their lending portfolios, a lot of ill-advised risk' (380).
When it came, the 'recession we had to have' was harsh and prolonged. My mortgage interest rate rose to 17.5%. It is easy to remember the political cost to Keating: but we seem to have forgotten that one of the causes was the big banks' exposure to risky 'rubbish' -debts incurred by entrepreneurs, many of them from WA. In the event, the banks survived, and so did Murdoch. But Holmes à Court, who once tried to buy BHP, wasn't so lucky. His Bell Group collapsed. In the defining move of WA Inc., it was bailed out by a consortium led by the WA government and Bond Corp. Bond ended up owning most of Bell Group and used the cashed-up Bell Resources to refinance his own debt-ridden Bond Corp (and the rest is history).
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Meanwhile, back at the Treasury, Paul Keating put his finger on the fundamentals of all this:
You see, Australia is a large continent operating as a single country. We require a great deal of capital: long railways, multiple ports around a vast coastline, along with mining infrastructure. ... The capital requirements of a large continental country like Australia will always be greater than the country's savings, so we would always be running a current account deficit. But the world recognises this and is prepared to fund and bank it because they believe they're banking the continent. That it represents a good bet. (387)
A Political Theory of Progressive Individualism?
Over in Western Australia, the Labor state government of Brian Burke thought it was a good bet too. Faced with a giant landmass, tiny population, and a desire to build a progressive (and Labor-voting) community, it grasped deregulation, debt-financing and corporate investment in public infrastructure as the means towards state-building with social ends. It became almost a civic duty to be indebted, in order to fuel growth.
WA Inc. was understood as a partnership between public and private sectors. How else would you 'do capital' in a place with so few people? Nor was there any need to stop at the state border: why should WA not be built via global enterprise (a bit like Singapore)? Bond, Holmes à Court and Murdoch all harboured international ambitions (unlike Kerry Packer). And the government in Perth egged them on -for the good of the state.
While credit was cheap and plentiful, and while growth continued, all went well. The state didn't just prosper: it developed. Infrastructure was laid down. People got rich.
The population grew. Euphoria, exuberance, excess were reasonable emotions.
Fremantle got a once-in-a-century makeover. But of course it didn't last. Keating had reckoned without the irrational exuberance of a deregulation boom: a contraction was bound to follow, made deeper by global trends (commodity and currency prices) that were beyond his control. But the fact that the riskier enterprises were 'burnt off' was not proof that they had been wrong to take those risks. There was a high probability that some would fail, but some survived, and meanwhile the net gain to the state was palpable, especially on the streets of Fremantle. There's a case for saying that the . 2: Port Beach Fremantle 2016; Twiggy Forrest and friend (Photo: author) Not exactly cloak and dagger stuff, just WA in holiday mode, few degrees of separation between the classes, but still it was intriguing to see two of Australia's most prominent personalities rendezvous on our family beach. What's afoot? Will But the state government was quick to pour scorn: 'Treasurer Mike Nahan didn't pull any punches about the project, saying Fremantle council "simply didn't understand the needs of the port".' 38 In turn, the state saw no need to 'understand' -even to hear -the needs of residents and visitors, who must continue to put up with being fenced out of the 'safety zone' -presumably to keep animal rights activists away from the sheep ships. The port itself may be profitable (the state has certainly made sure of that in the run up to privatisation), 39 but it is clear that the government sees no need for any capital gains to be returned to the city (profits are earmarked to cover state deficit Thomas Hobbes was expanded, in a short burst of deregulated semiotic and economic energy, to include everyone in its glow, robber barons and ordinary citizens alike, pursuing a progressive vision of the polity and its place in the sun, using the latest technologies, media and business heft. Now, old-style possessiveness has returned with a vengeance. Captains of industry and government alike hector the populace as they cut off the place from the planet.
The government has no commitment to a vision for the state: it goes out of its way to prove how possessive and individualist it can be. Caring for the land or sea, for the community or fellow citizens, is a voluntary choice (a.k.a. a mug's game). In the 'resources' state with the highest per capita private boat ownership in Australia, electoral politics seems to extend little further than making sure the tradies stay quiescent. If they can afford their own personalised boat and trailer, well, as they say, '... too easy'. Another dose of 'the politics of euphoria', anyone? Keep quiet and paddle your own canoe.
